Forgive me if | have already told 
you about that long, hot night 
when the moon shinned so 
bright that | mistook it for the 
sun as the devil and sat in the 
old greyhound station back last 
Decoration Day here on the 
Road to the new port of Saint 
Louis. 


Miss Trudi warned me not to go 
as there were state troopers 
from the New Tulsa Government 
Snooping all about town and she 
casually mentioned that my 
name had come up in the 
general discussion about odd 
characters that had recently 
come through town. 


“Trudi, you know that even if 
they try and take me, | will 
escape in the end because you 
told me that God has other plans 
for you and me!" 


“Please don't go!" was the last 
thing that | heard as | left the flat 
were we had been hold up since 
last week's Greyhound got shot 
up at the Arkansas (Republic of 

Texas) Border Crossing by an 
renege unit of the Antifa Militia 

or so they claimed to be. 


In retrospect, it was a wasted 
trip as the devil's most 
compelling arguments were now 
but stale rehashed of his 
greatest hits from his heyday 


back in the Middle Ages and by 
the time | returned, Trudi was 
long gone without even a note to 
Say goodbye. 


Back in those days, | still didn't 
get it that Trudie was not of this 
world and only felt that she was 
some kind of guru ora 
misguided angel cancelled out of 
heaven much like her fellow kin 
the Watchers. 


By the time | got back it was well 
past midnight and | felt lucky 
that | had avoided the curfew 

and their numerous patrols 
checking documents and 
demanding those damn vaccine 
passports that the New Tulsa 


Government had invoked late 
last year when that nasty flu was 
running wild down around 
Brownsville and that implied that 
it was those evil demons in the 
Republic of Texas had made this 
special in some secret lab not 
that different than we had done 
with those GOF Zombie Samples 
back before the Earth Fell Flat. 


To be truthful, | never bought 
into this catfishing fear porn 
designed to get us to inject yet 
another unknown drug probably 
mixed with the newest 
generation of Mister Billy 
DeGate's nano mind control 
micro bots that might have been 


left behind when he and 
Ahriman's WEF Goonies fled with 
Ahriman to Moonbase Alpha. 


"Why in a blue moon would the 
new government carry on like 
the old one that we overthrew?" 


Admittingly, that is question that 
no one wants to say out loud as 
this new government seems to 

Share many of the same faceless 
clerks and socialist accountants 

that had done Ahriman's bidding 

and handled the day-to-day 
administrative harassment of the 
poor common folks. 


With Trudi gone, | was thinking 
about going up to Lakeland 


sweet Little Jamie had somehow 
got a postcard to me telling me 
that her old man had been sent 
off to the Southlands and his unit 
was somewhere not far from 
Atlanta clearing out (I think she 
said) those nasty Redcoat Antifa 
Militia Units led by a few 
remaining Jedi Refugees who 
Somehow missed Ahriman's 
mighty shuttle exodus. 


| might be wrong but, she kind of 
hinted that she would like to see 
me again as she still 
remembered those steamy hot 
nights in the Riverdale Dance 
Halls were we first met before | 


took that gig up near Detroit 
with Mister Blue. 


Lakeland was a good 200 miles 
away and most of it would be on 
foot as the roads up that way 
have reverted back to woody 
trails and cattle paths since 
there was little need for those 
vast Interstate Highways after 
Ahriman's Great Social Reset 
invoked its Great Green Deal 
mixed with those nasty EMP 
Attacks that wiped out even the 
most secured, hoarded remains 
of technology people tried to 
hide during the "You will own 
nothing" Purges. 


Blue moons and lost loves seem 
like they might mix well into a 
good country song where the 

Singer cries over lost dreams or 
in the loneliness of love buried 

to shallow. 


As the sun came up and those 
damn transgender chickens put 
on their big boy rooster pants 
and started their morning ritual 
od ushering in yet another day 
while directly warning me that 
while | might think that escaping 
to Lakeland was a cheap way of 
running away from yet another 
extensive bar tab and unpaid 
hotel bills but, it was only a 
coward's way out and that the 


old witch who ran the bar and 
the hotel might look unkindly on 
such unacceptably rude 
behavior. 


The last spike in my escape plan 
stopped me dead in my tracks 
as would a heavy downpour of a 
winter rain storm blowing in 
from the northern plains when | 
overheard that some black eye 
stranger had be found murdered 
by the septic tanks of the trailer 
park down by the black water 
creek. 


Never met the guy but, someone 
said that he had been from 
Oregon before the Earth Fell Flat 
and only recently come to town 


with a woman that everyone 
agreed with a bit off center. 


Now he was dead and that's 
when one of those smart-ass 
transgender chickens whispered 
in my ear that they believed that 
he too owed a princely sum to 
my landlady and was rumored to 
have been out at the trailer park 
seeking to purchase a horse and 
enough supplies for two weeks 
out on the road. 


| would be lying if | didn't say 
that it gave me pause and | went 
back to my room and unpacked. 
It is sometimes hard to put into 
words that properly explain my 


first recollection of the haunted 
feelings that overcame me as | 
sat in the cafe nursing my cup of 
cold breakfast tea think about 
the dead stranger and how 
similar our backstories seemed 
to be while the hazy ring around 
the pale noon day sun forecast 
the coming of yet another long 
winter. | wrote all of this down in 
the journal that | always carried 
in my coat jacket's inner pocket. 


Trudie told me that this was 
foolish and might well get me at 
least seven years of conscription 

to the war in the southlands - 

which she said was worse than 
being wrapped in pigskin and 


buried alive like her Pilipino 
forefathers had been when the 
revolted against the American 
Overlords before the great wars. 


Still, | had lonely sinking feeling 
and | seemed to be 
confidentially assured of my 
coming call with disaster as 
every day | stay in town my debt 
grows greater and common 
sense told me that my markers 
would soon need to be called 
and without proper funds or 
other means to satisfy my 
outstanding bills; my faith would 
be a fast horse headed towards 
Lakeland or end out behind an 


old septic tank of a downtrodden 
trailer park on the edge of town. 


The thought of yet another long, 
hard winter here in this shanty 
town at the wrong end of the 
rainbow and being so deeply in 
debt has hollowed my soul down 
to the bone. 


Even in the worst times, 
regardless of how empty your 
pocket or that even the birds 
refused to travel the road you 

are on; there was always, 
somewhere out there, there was 
your home except my home was 
erased off the face of the world 
when Llyod Austin's Biogender 
Brigade Nuked Salt Lake City in 


the waning days of the Antifa 
Militia Mutiny. 

Trudie always was quick to 
remind me that there will be a 
new day dawning if only | have 

the faith to see my way through 
the discounted and darkness in 
the hours before the dawn. 


Such thought seems misplaced 
or misguided by the world as it is 
since the Earth Fell Flat. 
"Good Friday to you, Miss 
Landlady! Rent? Soon! No, forbid 
the thought that it had slipped 
my mind! Never!" 

Out on the still waters of an 
outlet to the Great River we 


were all dragging hocks and 
lines hoping to catch enough to 
feed the troops as most of the 
bread was already gone and the 
wine didn't last not even until we 
passed under the arches of great 
Eastern Gates. 


Closing my eyes, | tried to 
practice the mediations that my 
late uncle Albert had tried to 
teach me on how to control the 
harmonic frequency to a level 
that might allow me to entry to 
the star gate and surrounding 
transit camp and gift shops. 
So far, it doesn't seem to be 
working. 


Maybe, | am doing it wrong or as 
some experts claim my CIS 
System firmware needs a good 
solid reboot or as those Skynet 
Lab goofballs claim in their 
Transhuman Conversion Kits; | 
need to throw my entire CIS 
System out into the dustbin and 
get on the waiting list for the 
upcoming version 2.1 Tranny 
Conversion. 


Well, bubba, that is easier said 
than done with a basic install 
package bumping north of 20 
million Gold Dinars and seems 
like all the good stuff is an addon 
or special order that even a 


serious trust fund baby would 
baulk at ponying up. 


Still, they got a point that you 
get what you pay for and on 
paper it seems very impressive 
with a rust-free titanium frame 
guaranteed to at least 250-years 
before you would need an 
overhaul. 


Had they not blundered in 
partnering with Mister Billy 
DeGate's Aceme Heavy 
Industries for their software and 
next generation micro mano 
bots which according to the 
numerous class action lawsuits 
were known to be defective in 
their core design; they might 


have a better corporate bottom- 
line than their current state of 
receivership. 


Luckily, Mister Billy DeGated 
didn't stay around even to see 
Ahriman's final days as he saw 

the mystical finger writing on the 
wall and chartered a Galactic 

Star Cruise Line ship to parts 

unknown or so the newspaper 

said for what that is worth. Not 
much, | guess. 

Maybe, he got caught up in the 

Transhuman mass deactivation 
on Moonbase Alpha after a rouge 

group of Free Nation Hackers 

Showed how easy it was to hack 

and reprogram any of these first 


generation Transhuman 
Conversions. 


Ahriman's people claimed it was 
a safety issue as they worried 
that reprogrammed trust fund 

babies might cause havoc, deep 

cover agents or even social 
media spies. 


Don't know why | fester over 
such notions as | would be hard 
pressed to assemble 20 Gold 
Dinars on any given day? 


Frankie, who had just been 
named as our new squad leader 
after Sargent Amos was caught 
hugging and chalking variations 

of a Saturday Night Rub as he 


badly tried to dance what Amos 
later claims was the Spanish 
Fandango with some little fancy 
girl as they were deep into a 
bottle of aged Thunderbird - 
problem was that this fancy girl 
was the only remaining daughter 
of the regiment's Staff Colonel; 
he chuckled and said with my 
attitude, | might be joining 
Sargent Amos at the bottom of 
the black creek lagoon. 


Up on the grassy hill overlooking 
the mini-harbor where we had 
assembled for an expedition up 
into the wildland forests of what 
had once been Upper Michigan, 

we spent the early evening 


passing Frankie's finest stash of 
homemade, bathtub rum which 
he claims he made from a 
Superior grade of medical grade 
grain alcohol and these weird 
mushrooms that grew wild here 
in the woods while hungerly 
watching that ragged and dirty 
faced Talco Girl who came up 
from the nearby village to dance 
a rather hard core, Hadacol 
boogie dance. 


The homemade rum had 
boosted my confidence and | 
was about ready to put the 
moves on this little gal when 
Frankie took me aside and 
merely said Sargent Amos' name 


and noted that this dirty and 
ragged girl was (in fact) a 
banker's daughter. 
Nuff said and | retired to my tent 
as the dawn and our departure 
would be coming soon. 


The old man claimed to have 
been a self-made man back in 
the old days before the Earth 
Fell Flat and you could see that 
he still had for the lack of better 
words an odd kind of divine 
Spark who claims that he won it 
from none other the Holly Ghost 
in an all-night crab game in this 
little bar right outside of the 
Western Pearly Gates where he 
and a small group of angels use 


to come and hang out after 
work. 


He said that they were better 
Known as the Danger Angel 
Squad and were the ones that 
God called on when he was 
serious about smiting something 
or moving on the waters. 


lf you keep digging into the old 
man's story about how he use to 
double date and go out dancing 
with his best pal Jesus, you could 
see that he was in fact just 
another wall street ex-con who 
way back then lived the life on 
easy street. 


This made him a scorpion living 
amongst all us frogs and | knew 
that given half-a-chance he 
would turn on each of us to turn 
our tears of blue into Gold Dinars 
that jingled in his front pockets 
as he walked on by looking in all 
earnest for a easy mark ora 
common rube to strike gold with 
- anyone, someone, who wasn't 
a proud graduate of the 
Columbia School of Journalism 
(The Home Study Course) like 
this rude punk, question boy. 


Thank you very much! 


Coming off my night shift watch, 
| was gripped by the sudden 
realization about the way this 


story ends and here again, many 
a seasoned and technical writer 
might have panicked has the felt 
that this story's end was coming 
up from behind and gaining the 
speed of Cassey Jones and a 
runaway freight train headed to 
Dallas or was it Warsaw? 


Funny thing was after a long 
night of thought but not even a 
scrap of decent writing paper 
and an ink pen that occasions 
take humor on me and starts 
writing only to stop middle way 
through some brilliant thought 
that | surely won't remember by 
this time tomorrow unless | write 

it down...full circle, a circle of 


unappreciated writer's torment 
and what their nightmare center 
upon. 


So, this is the best as | 
remember what | am sure was a 
much more riveting tales of bold 
adventure theme of an unsung 
Amerikan Hero and equally true 

is the fact that | could live with 

the big pay such a grand tale 
would bring me but then, again, | 

would only be catfishing you 
terribly if | had a working ink pen 

and paper. 

Sometimes, | wish that | could 
play you for a fool like all those 
carney huskers do without even 
a second thought if the magical 


beans they are trying to sell you 
might (in fact) be real but, from 
my lost days in Sunday School 
before they took out that 
restraining order, | remember 
that if | ever desired to go out on 
the town with Jesus then, | better 
keep to the boring sad facts of a 
normal life lived far below my 
dream of a "Pick your own 
Adventure" storyline for my life. 


Sorry, Campers, in my weakness 
or that | had been blinded by a 
restless mind blinded by the 
truth that one receive when out 
alone on a midnight patrol but It 
dawned on me that it doesn't 
get any better than this as | walk 


back to the camp on this early 
Sunday Morning with a big wide 
grin as those Stroke City Gals 
Sing the chorus in three-part 
harmony. 
Sing along if you know the words 
and let us in a prayer that Trudie 
was correct in that everything is 
temporary and nothing is any 
longer built to last. Forget the 
warranty and spend that extra 
money on hiring your own 
backup singers to see you 
through all those tough times in 
these far-a-way places. 
| would offer you a smoke but 
this is my last one other than the 
stinkweed they (with a straight 


face) claim to be imported 
Kentucky Tobacco cigars rolled 
in between the thighs of 
Nashville Virgins or so claimed 
the company's advertising 
posters. 


| was startled when Texas 
Rangers who claim to have been 
from the Laredo District came up 
to my guard shack last night 
asking to talk with the Brigade's 
Staff Colonel. 


Being well known for my 
inquisitive mind and catlike 
ability to anyone even a saint 
with my well-established ability 
to get myself into the middle of 
all kinds of trouble with my God 


given talent for nosiness; | asked 

them what bought them all the 
way up into the New Tulsa 
Government from Laredo. 


At first, they were taken back by 
my boldness in questioning them 
as it seemed they were not use 
to having anyone challenge 
them but quickly recovered 
when | amply explained that the 
Colonel was (also) well-known 
for not liking to get out of his 
warm bed especially when he 
was entertaining some banker's 
daughter who had come on the 
Tulsa Military's version of the old 
generation's USO and if | didn't 
have a damn good reason, | 


might be finishing my shift next 
to our dearly departed Sargent 
Amos at the bottom of Black 
Creek Pond. 


They got my point and explain 
they were tracking a killer by the 
name of James Wesley that had 
killed one of their fellow Rangers 
in a nearby town's trailer park. 


| didn't say another word when 
one of the Rangers ask "Don't | 
Know you where you ever in 
Santa Cruz?" 


| excused myself and told Private 


Smithy to go get the Colonel and 
to tell him it was urgent. 


